A pleaſant new ballad, ſhewing how Sir Job» Arm- 
ſtrong and Nathaniel Mufgrave fell in Love with the Lady Dacres Daughter of the 
North; and of the ſtrife that was between them for her, and how they wrought the 


Death of one hundred men. 


To a new Northern T ane. 


A S it fell out one Whitſunday, 
4 the blith time of the pear, 
Uhen every tree was clad with green, 
and pꝛetty Birds ſing clear; 
The Lady Dacres twk her way, 
TInto the Church that pleafint dap, 
UWeith her fair daughter freſh and gap, 
a bright and bonny Laſſe: 
Fa la tre dang de do; 
trang trole lo trang de do, 
With hey trang 5 6 lye, 
ſhe was a bonny Laſs, 


Sir Michael Muſgrave in like ſozt, 
to Church repaired then, 
And lo did fir John Armſtrong ta, 
with all his merry men, 
Two greater friends there could not 
Moꝛ bꝛaver Knights fo2 Chivalrp, (be 
Woth Batcheloꝛs of high degree, 
fit for a bonny Laſſe. 
They lat them down upon one feat, 
like loving bꝛethꝛen dear, 
With hearts and minds devoutly bent 
Gods lervice foz to hear: 
But riſing from their Pꝛapers tho, 
Their epes a ranging ſtreight did go, 
Which wꝛought their utter overthzow 
all for one bonny Laſſe. 
Nd. Muſgraveunto Armſtrong then, 
von fits the ſwieteſt Dame, 
That ever fo2 her fair beaut y, 
within this Country came. 
Inſwth queth Armſtrong pzeſently, 
Pour judgement J muſt verefie, 
Thexe never came unto my eye 
a braver bonny Laſſe. 


J fwear ſaid Muſgrave by this ſwozd, 
which did mp Þnight-hod win, 
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Ts ſteal away fo ſwert a Dame, 
could be no ghoſtly fin : 
That ded qd. Armſtrong would be ill, 
Except he had her right god will, 
That pour deſire ſhe would fulfill, 
and be thy bonny Laſſe. 
By this the ſervice quite was done, 
and home the people paſt, 
They wiſſht a bliſter on his tongue, 
that made thereof ſuch haft. 
At the Church doꝛ p knights did met, 
The Ladp Dacres foz to greet. 
But moſt of all her daughter \wect. 
that beauteous bonny Laſſe. 


Said Armſtrong to the Lady fair: 
we both have made a vow, 
At dinner foz ts be pour Gueſts, 
ik pou will it allow. 
With that beſpake that Lady free, 
Sir Knights right welcom wall you be 
The happier men therefoꝛe are we, 
for Love of this bonny Laſſe. 


Thus was p knights both pꝛickt in love 
both in one moment thꝛall'd, 

And both with one fair Ladp gay 
thus blind in Cupid call'd. 

With humble thanks they went away 


- Like wounded arts chaſt all the day: 


Dne would not to the other ſay, 
they lov'd this bonny Laſſe. 


Fair Iſabel en the other ſide, 
as far in love was found, 
So long bꝛave Armſtrong ſhe had ep'd, 
till love her heart did wound, 
Bꝛave Armſtrong is my jop, quoth ſhe 
Would Chaift he were alone with me; 
To talk an hour two 92 th:ec, 
with his fair bonny Laſſe: 
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- Like wounded arts chaſt all the day: 


Dne would not to the other ſay, 
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Fair Iſabel en the other ſide, 
as far in love was found, 
So long bꝛave Armſtrong ſhe had ep'd, 
till love her heart did wound, 
Bꝛave Armſtrong is my jop, quoth ſhe 
Would Chaift he were alone with me; 
To talk an hour two 92 th:ec, 
with his fair bonny Laſſe: 


And twirt them both foꝛ certainty, 

| Fair 1ſabel ſhould placed be, | 

Df them to take her choice full fre; 
moſt like a bonny Laſſe. 


| And as the like an Angel bꝛight, 
bet wixt them mildly ffod, 

She turned unto each ſeveral Knight, 
| With pale and changed blod. 

| Now am J at Liberty, | 

| To make and take my choice,quoth the 
Pea, quoth the Knights we do agree, 
then chuſe thou bonny Laſſe. 


D Muſgrave thou art all to hot: 
N to be a Ladies Love, 
1%, | Muoth _ —— lems a fot, 
= — —=—q]- where Love binds him to p;ove ; 
= P— Ak courage great is Muſgrave ſtill, 
Heap And ſith to chuſe J have my WWill, 
— _ Sweet Armſtrong ſhall my joys fulfill 


P tas theſe Knights together revs & 217 bis bouny Lalle. 

and home ward did repair, (ſhewd 

Their talk and eke their countenance 
their hearts were clog'd with care, 

Fair Iſabel the one did ſay, 


8 The Nobles and the Gentiles both, 
that were in p2eſent place, 
Refoyced at this ſweet recoꝛd, 


: Muſgrave in diſgrace, 

Thou ban ſubdu'y mp heart this ay; S Out of che Hall vid take his way, 
But ſhe's my jop did Muſgrove ſay, And Armſtrong married was next day 
my bright and bonny Laſle. 9 With Iſabel his Lady gay, | 

8 à bright and bonny Laſſe. 


With that theſs friends incontinent, 
became moſt deadly foes, 
Foz love of beautious Iſabel, 
great ſtrife betwirt them roſe ; 
Quoth Armftrong ſhe ſhall be my wife, 


8 But Muſgrave on the wedding day, 
like to a Scotch-man dight, 
$ In ſecret ſoꝛt allured out, 


Although fo her J loſe mp life, | A — 1 rite cot hs 
And thus began a deadly ſtrife, nd he i ur- , 
and for one bonny Laſſe. Unto his challenge did agree, 


Where he was flain moft ſuddenly, > 


Thus two years long this grudge did 9 for his fair bonny Taſſe. 


theſe gallant Knights betwern, (grow r 1 
' While they a wwing both did go, > * nd . —» => bought, 
unto this beautious Muckn. * And many of poung Armſtrongs kin, 
And ſhe who did their furies p2ove, did after Mulgrave ride. 

To neither would bewzay her love, & * 


The deadly quarrel to remove, 2 — 25 ok = him gat 
about this bonny Laſſe. — As 5 pot, 
Lo thus befel a heavy Lot, 


But neither of her fair intreats, about this bonny Laſſe. 


no2 vet her ſharp diſpute : | 5 . 1 
Would they appeaſe their raging ire, 8 The Lady young which did lament 


. e a this cruel curſed ſtrike, 
nd pet give oꝛe their ſuit. ; ere | 
The Gentlemen of the North country ? Foz very grist died that day, 


| : a Maiden and a Mike: 
= == wt _ _ * © An —_— men that hapleſs day, 
All foꝛ a perkect unity, . 1 
about this bonny Laſle. Did loſe their Lives in that ſame fray 


And twirxt thoſe names as many ſap, 
is deadly hate ſtill biding. 
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Ths love ſick knights ſhould both be ſet 
wi.hin one hall ſo wide, 

Each of them in a gallant ſoꝛt, 
t von at a ſcveral tive. 


982690. 


